BARBARIAN STORIES

and breeches, ready to ride. One of the maids came
running after her with the little cakes hot from the
oven. She stuffed them into her coat and mounted,
and looked round for Sveneld, but he was still at the
door, talking quickly and urgently to Yuri, pulling
him towards the horses.

Gzak, the little rider, came scurrying up to them:
'The Prince will be here in an hour! He's pressing
on ahead with the Five Hundred Archers! Off,
Konung, off!'

Sveneld cried out: 'Oh, Yuri, leave her and come!'

But Yuri said: 'She bears my child; I will not leave
her!'

Then Volodara herself leaned out of an upper win-
dow and said: 'By the North Star and the Blue Swan,
my brother shall not get him!'

And Anna Maria cried out sharply and drove spurs
into her horse. He started in one clattering, whinny-
ing bound, out of the court of the castle, under the
hollow gate and across the market of White Walls.
So Sveneld must needs leave Yuri and Volodara and
follow her. They galloped out of White Walls on the
track of the others, and across the river, and over
fields and through dripping, dawn-wet woods. They
found the Varangs at sunrise by the ford of the nine
cherry trees, and broke bread there. Anna Maria
brought the little cakes, still warm, out of the breast
of her coat, smiling a little. So on again, through woods
and wild grasslands, till they were out of reach of any
vengeance from Prince Bracislav of the Talking Bow.
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